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MOUNTAIN LAUREL

Helen Burnett was wont to recall, with
po small degiee of luxurious self-com-
miseration. ming'ed with some very real re-
gret, a Mitle “epizade™ in life which
had occurred when she was 4 trifle younger
—and more than a trifle cruder, she would
have told you.

Though she would not have admitted it,
there was In Helen's cgmposition a strong
vein of something akin to romance, which
hid been fostered during her easlier vears
by the constant and eager perusal of litera-
ture of a highly wrought and perfervid
aracter; and which a later assimilation

iuthors of the modern school, realists,
sensitists, pessimists—the more pessimistic
the better—had been whollyy unable to

Though Helen tgought of her-
self as decidedly *“advanced™ and Jeered
pitilessly at emotions of a tender nature,
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there lurked deep down in her Inmost
wart a secrot belief in the potency of love,
the Intense, undying, highly dramatic af-
fection ceichbrated by the ohi-fashioned

poets and novelists; and it was this belief

that had Jed her to dignify the little affairs
of her girlhood to rather an absurd degree,

i ch of the many lttle flirtations in
which, like other young and pretty girls,
s had engaged, she had hoped to 'find
the realization of her dreams—the incarna-
tUon of an ideal by no means paltry: and.
in each Iustance, had at once proceeded
o invest the other party to the affair—
usually some crude and commonplace
youth—with all the attributes of a hero.

Naturally, this was rather a straln upon the
mediocrity of Helen's youtkful admirers,
and the highly dramatic situations Helen

¢ pecullar faculty for bringing about,

together with tragic missives, frequent
quirrels and tender reconciliations to
which she treated them, usually had the

effect of reducing them to a state of com-

plete bewllderment, By the time. how-
ever, that this consummation had been
reached, Helen would have discovered that

the youth in question was not *“‘the only
man she could ever love:!" the liftle comedy

would have been played out; the curtain
would have been rung up on a cast of

tracters wholly new, and another equal-
worthy—or unworthy—object would have
¢levated to the pedestal that was in-
evitably and invariably one of Helen's
stage provertles.

It was not, however, till she met Carroll
—hardly a At subject for apotheosis—that
she had been sufficiently interested to lose
sight of the dramatic responsibilities of the
sltuation—so far as in her lay—and to give
herself up wholly to what would have been
a very sweet and tender attachment in a
nature less impersonally interested in its
own workings.

It happened, one summer more than a
yeor that Helen, quite worn out by
the rush of her first winter in society, wr.-n‘l
t0 see a school friend who had married the
superintendent of a large coal mining in-
terest in a little mountain town in southern
Kentucky., The denizens of Hillsborough—
rather to Helen's disappointment—were not
the uncouth, unlettered creations of John
Fox and Charles Egbert Craddock. They
difered in slight degree from the inhabi-
tants of other small towns remote from
the larger cities, but to Helen, whose idea
of the country was derived chiefly from the
ornate sburban residences of her father's
friends, village life (and perhaps the vil-
lage characteristics were a trifle pro-
nounced and exaggerated in Hillsborough)
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wnas a decided novelty.
The young girls of the town: overcom-
In the awe inspired by Helen's Redfern

toliets, lost no time in calling on her; and,
on the Sunday afternoon following her ar-

rival, a bevy of gallants—a trifle sun-
browned and rather ill at ease as to the
disposition of thelr hands and feet, vet

othérwize differing little from the men she
met in town—came to do her honor.

That evening, by preconcerted arrange-
ment with her hostess, Dick Carroll. the
manager of the mine in which Mrs. Park-
hurest's husband was Interested, came to
take her to church. Helen rejoiced in Car-
roll as a type—a type of which she had
read in the stories of Mary Hallock Foote
and Wolcott Balestier, she told herself. He
was certainly a strong, plcturesque figure,
even in the unobtrusive business suit he
wore, and Helen's fancy at once clothed
him in the traditional blouse, top bhoots and
broad felt hat which she regarded as the
habitual accompaniments of men connected
with mines and mining.

‘I'P_*--r-- was a sort of rugged ease in Car-
roll’'s manner, at_ntl Helen abserved with a
feeling amounting to gratitude that he

offered her his arm, instead of grasping her
own between the wrist and elbow. after
the manner of the village druggist. who
?P.uz iaken her for a stroll the day boioure.
which she invested him, she was not whol-
Iy blind to an occasional lapse in grammar,
and when at church he joined lustily in
the singing (led by a walllng reed organ
und conducted by an earnest and perspiring
brother who occasionally missed the pitch).
Flels was consclous of g slight feeling of
ant nee, For a moment the memory of
wautiful, impressive service of her
own beloved “Calvary’” at home crossed
her mind: but Helen was determined not to
mur the pleasure of her visit by invidious
comparisons and suppressed the thought
1S in some degree disloyal to her friend.
She interested herself in the sermon. vig-
orous if crude: in the people, who., in
Kindly fashion, came up to greet her after
service: and In Dick's rather labored con-
versation on the way home., though she
was conscious of a wish that he would tell
her something of the strange, wild life in
the mines, inctead of indulging in inanities
about the weather and perfunctorily in-
quiring what she thought of Hiusborough.

However, she felt her patience in some
degree rewarded when, later. Carroll said
suddenly, “Yom have never been in a eoal
mine, [ suppose, Miss Rurnett?”’ Then.
turning to Helen's friend, who sat with
them on the shadowy poreh: “Why
counldn’t you bring Miss Burnett over to
the mine to-morrow, Mrs. Parkhurst? We
won't be busy, I guess, and I'll be glad to
show von "round.”

“"Well,” answered Mrs. Parkhurst, tenta-

the

th_‘.-»llv_ “if you think Will wouldn't
mindg  ——

Oh, Parkhurst won't care,” said Car-
roll readily, and when Helen added an
vager, “Oh, Lottie, do let's go!"" Mrs. Park-

hurst

who really had no valid reason for
refusing, consented.
T following afternoon

I he
down dressed for her ride.

Helen came
looking trim
and stylish in her dark. close-fitting habit,
r irreproachable collar and “four-in-
hand™ tled with truly masculine skill. her
vere hich hat and entirely correct riding
boots and gloves. The conventional riding
skirt In Hillsborough was a flowing dark
t. an anomalous walst, and any sort or
condition of hat. varying according to the
whim or disposition of the rider, from =
vacht cap to a dress bonnet. Lottie's out-
was a sort of compromise, the silk hat
being replaced by a soft felt traveling cap
of her husband’s, which looked a trifle in-
ongruons with her tallor-made habit,
When they reached the mouth of the
mine, where Carroll was walting for them,
Helen could hardly repress a cry of de-
Hight In his appearancs Nothing could
have been more perfect, she told herself.
There were the dark blue blouse, slightly
pen at the throat, the fustian trousers,
i lf hidden In the high top boots, and the
louch hat doffed as he came to help her
i*smount was the one thing needed to give
» finishing touch to his costume. She
felt like applanding. as she might have
done the entrance of some favorite actor
in a particularly successful makeup:. and
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| and to “come to tea'

| Jittle

in spite of the romantic Interest with b

| gelf-contempt struggling in her breast,

her dramatic naturs reveiled in the strong, |

pleturesque figure with its thoroughly har-
monious setting—the high, steep hills in the
background, the open shaft yawning be-
gide him and the grimy miners swarming
about him like the chorus in an opera.

If Helen was pleased with Carroll’'s ap-
ii-';t'.'.lnr'u-_ it was certain that he was equa'-
¥y charmed with her own—though it could
hardly have been on the greund of its har-
mony with her surreundings, for in spite of
the strict saitability of her attire, Helen's
hlond falrness was as much out of place in
that rugged scene as would have been a
rare hit of cut glass amid the ccarse fur-
rishings of a kitchen table.

Lottle, with amiable self-abnegation, pro-
ceeded to efface herself leaving Dick free
to devote himself to Helen., It was not
without some trepidation that Helen en-
tered the vawning cavity: looking a trifle

rewsome even Iin the light of the bright
une day; and when in the sudden darkness
she felt a strong grasp on her arm, and
heard Carroll's volee In a reassuring mur-
mur, a delightful thrill of dependence went
through her.

Down in the mine Carroll was at his
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afternoon Dick's sister and a

friend, l, eal H
rﬁ.-lle Carroll struck Helen as o e‘lef:‘l
2f Dick’'s imperfections, without his

:‘;‘:ﬁ“mlm picturesqueness., She was ess:n-
Ha Y commgnplaceé and unrefined, and
- ob#érved at onee that she was mak-
.umsa minute mental invent of the de-
: of her costume. Miss Carroll talked
#ma hl:'!?. nasal tone, quite monopolizing
L conversation, to which her friend (a
t(‘ ghifully pretty, simpering little crea-
ure, in a muslin gown and much-beflow-
"l‘-.:d Bat) contributed on!y an occasional
Riggle. She, too, covertly studied Helen,
.Who was sure both girls could have given
a4 graphic description of every detail of her
dress, the arrangement of her hair and the
disposition of her draperies, at the end of
their lengthy call, which Helen found a
trifling fatiguing. However, the disagree-
able fmpression caused by the interchange
of w'lllt!es had faded by the time Dick
came that evening, and was only faintly
renewed when he asked for a trite, pop-
ular air that was her special detestation,
after-she had sung for him, in her beauti-
ful,  cultivated soprano, the Schubert's

Serenata”™ and a quaint old English ballad
With an exquisite setting.

The days went by swiftly and, in the
main, pleasantly. The kindly housewives
of the town vied with one another in enter-
taining Mrs. Parkhurst's city guest, and
numerous invitations to “spend the day”
poured in upon them,
Dick. Carroil was almast a dally visitor at
the Parkhurst cottage, and when Lottie's
husband returned from a business trip he
chaffed Helen unmercifully about the con-
quest she had made.

Hillsborough was unusually gay that
summer. There were church sociables and
partes innumerable, to all of which func-
tions Dick escorted Helen: church sup-
pers, at which the young ladies of the con-
gregation, In impracticable aprons of Paris
muslin adorned with bows of blue and pink,
served to those misguided persons who
were present for “‘sweet charity's sake.”
collations of sour strawberries and half-
lHquld ice eream., The parties were even
more of a tax upon lelen’'s urbanity.
There were no dancing at these entertain-
ments, and the guests, seated in couples
about the four walls of the room, indulged
in conversation that was only interrupted
when some local musiclan was led, blushing
and protesting, to the ubiquitous parlor or-
gan, there to render in a voice quite free
from any attempt at cultivation, some
worn-out popular song of the day. An-
other feature of these affairs was the sing-
ing of a male quartet. upon which musical
organization the Hillshorough people
looked with a rather unquestionable feel-
ing of pride. The leader of the church
singing “‘carried the air;"”" the village drug-
gist, a meek, lisping little man, with a
small, piping wvoice, was the tenor; the
haritone was completely inaudible and
therefore inoffensive, and Dick, alas! en-
thusiastically “sang bass.”” He would come
out strong upon the last two words of each
phrase, in insistent iteration and a deep,

sepulehral voice that made Helen shudder |

to dizpel her illusions con-
he could

and did more
cerning him than any atrocity
have committed.

But Helen tried herolcally not to smlile
at the crudities of the social conditions of
Hillsborough, remembering the Kindly at-
tentions that had been showered upon her
as a guest, and the hospitalities that were
freely offered to her, a stranger in thelr
midst.

Bach day brought her increased strength
and new npleasure, and the long walks with
Dick beside the narrow river or up the
steep mountain paths were all strangely,
sweetly novel to her. Her flirtations, here-
tofore. had been carried on in crowded
ballrooms. where tender speeches were
likely to be cut short by the approach of
importunate partners: but here, under the
open skies, high upon some grassy cliff
overlocoking the turbulent little river that
scolded and fretted in its narrow banks, the
town lying bevond, pleturesque in
this remote perspective, here, Indeed, each
word had a new and tender value, each
glance was fraught with a meaning new
and strangely sweet,

One day. in early June, there was a pic-
nic at a lovely, ideal spot on a cliff far
down the river. and all Hillshorough was
in attendance. The voung people went in a
large wagon, drawn by four sturdy mules,
and driven by a loud-voiced, facetiou=
voung farmer, whose flashes of wit called
forth sereams of laughter from the gay
crowd, massed together in a shrieking,
chattering Babel in the huge wagonbed,
Helen had heard with dismay of this ar-
rangeément, being extremely averse to
noise and crowds: and she could have
showered fervent blessings on Dick when,
on the appointed day. he drove up in a
dilapidated barouche—the one carriage the
local stables afforded—and suggested that
they, with Mr. and Mrs. Parkhurst, should

arive out togethér. Dick was amply re-
warded by the evident pleasure of the
| 1adies. though Mr. Parkhurst’'s humorous

atlusions to *“a purely family party”
brought a flush alike to Dick's brown cheek
and Helen's fair face.

Dick drove slowly, so that when they
reached the picnic grounds they found the
others already there. The ladies were be-
ginning to set out the substantial if not
dainty lunch. and the men were feeding a
fire. over which old Jrs. Davis, the village
oracle and newsmonger. had hung a coffee
pot on two crossed sticks, in a most de-
lightfully gvpsvish fashion. Dick «nd Helen
were soon in the midst of the crowd, and
to her secret dismay, Helen soon found
herself shrieking and chattering as loudly
as the rest, Nelly Cerroll seized upon her
with a sort of possessive, half-patronizing
pride which Helen was at a loss to under-
stand. and which secretly annoyed her. To
escape this she offered her services to old
Mrs. Davis, who receilved her with marked
cordiality and at once began to comment
with much freedom upon Dick’'s evident in-
fatuation.

“1 was tellin® Jim last night,”" she re-
marked. “that [ never gseen nothin® to equal
it. Miss Helen., Lucy Duckwall is jest no-
where, and I reckon it ain’t very strang®,
for she ecan't hold a candle to you. Dick's
been keepin' company with her for more'n
two vears, but he quit off all of a sudden
when vou came, and Jim 'lows it serves
her just right—frisky little plece!™

Helen flushed angrily What right had
these people to interest themselves in her
affairs” What did she care for common-
siace Hitle Luey Duckwall and her rustic
fm‘o-r" He was nothing to her—nothing?
She stopped with the tfierce denlal on her
tonzue, and Mrs. Davis, noting only the
girl’s flush and evident confusion, made her
own Jeductions, which she afterwards
summed unp concisely for the benefit of her
husband. the long-suffering “Jim,”” “She's
pretty hard hit, T reckon.™

“Helen.” called Lottie—to Helen's intense
ralief—""com+ to lunch.” And Helen went,
mingled feelin s of anger, resentment u{nz_-l
ter lunch th» voung people showed a
marked dispesition to stroll off in couples,
this way and that, leaving the elders to
gather up the dishes and repack the bask-
ets: and when Dick eame to ask Helen to
stroll with him further along the cliff she
was tempted to refuse, seeing Mrs. pavis s
keen eve upon her, and catching sight of
l.ucy's piteous little face; but she «did not

ke to seem ungracious, and she had no |

excuse to offer. Something in Dick’s man-
ner. as they moved away. made her feel
vaguely uncomfortable. The mental at-
mosphere seemad charged with electricity
that might at any moment concentrate it-
self. and Helen began to wish she had
staved with Lottie. Suddenly she stopped.
A laurel tree, covered with faint pink,
waxen blossoms grew on a little rise above
them.

“How exquisite!” she eried, involuntariiy:
and Dick. gazing at the fair, uptarmed
face. inwardly echoed the exclamation. He
sprang up the ledge and broke great
branches of the lovely, fragile blossom:
then. laden with the blooming boughs, he
came down to where Helen sat like a
Drvad “up to date.” in her pretty organdie
and auaint “picture hat.

As he stooped to lay the blossoms in her
lap their hands touched for an instant; a
sharp thrill shot across Dick and communi-
cated itself to Helen. Their eyes met,
and Helen was angry, disgusted, that she
selt her lids droop. her face flush violentiy
and her heart bezin to beat as it had not
done since the days of her first boy lover,
Dick was painfully embarrassed and his
offort at an easy, commonplace remark was
hardly a pronounced success. As for Helen,
where was all her vaunted tact, her social
grace and =kill? She was angry with her-
self that she could only sit there silent,
tlushing like a silly schoolgirl—she with
her nineteen years, her winter In society,
her summer at Bar Harbor—trembling like
2 rustic Phyllis before an ardent Strephon,
Dick stood leaning against the ledge, look-
ing down at her, o charmingly pretty in
spite of herself in her confusion., until at
length he found voice to say, rather un-
steadily: .

“3iss Helen, 1 reckon it's no use to tell
you what you already know. I never loved
any woman in my life as 1 love you, and ir

. . ly—""
you will only “Oh, don't,

Helen spm;._mis;d to her feet.
*t!"* she ¢ i
d(;?e caught iher hands and held them
firm

Iy. ve
“Please listen to me, Helen, he =aid.
“You don't suppose I don’'t know how little
1 have to offer; but I love you dearly,
Helen. and I'll do my- best elen, don't
vou care for me a little? Surely you must,
Jdear.” He could not go on. Helen stood
: htened, breathless, yet not

motionless, frig
angry—not even displeased. What did It
She tried to

mean' Did she care for him?
picture him on the streets of her natlve
city—out of his own environment—but she

‘;nly see the eager, loving face so
m "'- ~

uncertain, distressed.

“Oh,” she panted.
not sure. Please, p let me go!™

But Dick was intoxicated with the first

t of love's sweel wine, and he only
caught her to him, holding ber close and
kissing her again and again. Helen was
stunned—bewildered. She hardly knew
whether she was angry or glad. he only
longed to escape—to fly back to Lottie—to
free herself from this masterful clasp. The
romantiec pleasure she had found in her
other love affairs was wholly wanting in
this. It was so sudden, so violent, there
was no tlme for self-analysis and dramatic
effect. It was rather too intensely realistic
to be altogether agreeable, though Helen
Was aware of a strangely sweet quality in
the affair which no other had possessed for
her. 8he freed herself again from Dick's
encireling arm, and stood irresolute, not
daring to lift her eyes to his. Very gently
Dick drew her to a seat upon a grassy knoil
an.t'l sank down beside her.

l.ook here, Helen,” he said earnestly.
S0 earnestly that she forgot to be critical
of his English, “I didn't mean to say all
this to you at first. I know | haven't got
much to offer a woman—such a woman as
you, anyway: but I couldn’'t help telling
You so. If you'll marry me, Helen, you
shan't regret it. I know 1 can take care
of you, and 1 know I won't be a poor man
always., Helen, won't you give me a
chance—won’t you promise to marry me?"’

Helen sat looking across the river at the
little town sleeping in the afternoon sun-
shine—her future home, perhaps—she
thought. Then a vision of her own beau-
tiful home crossed her mind—but, omehow,
to-day It came to her that all that richness
and beauty would seem poor and plain
witnout Jlove. And—she—did—love—Dick.

“Helen,” whispered Dick softly, “will you
trust me?"

“Yes, Dick.,"” she answered, very low.
And so it was settled.

Later Helen and Dick joined the others
with an air of elaborate unconsciousness
that deceived nobody. Mrs. Davis cast at
them a knowing glance, for which Helen
could have struck her: Lottie nobly sec-
onded Helen's efforts, ably suppressing her
fun-loving husband, who yearned to tease
her: while poor Lucy Duckwall looked as
if on the verge of tears. The ride home
was rather a silent one, In spite of Will
Parkhurst's gay sallies, Lottie dramatized
a4 serene unconciousness of the fact that
Dick was driving with one hand, while the
other held Helen's—in which polite delu-
sion the teasing of Mr. Parkhurst was with
diffieulty induced to share.

That nizght as Helen and Lottie sat to-
gether on the moonlit porch, Helen turned
suddenly and announced dramatically:

'l'll,'ntllt". 1 am going to marry Dick Car-
roil.”’

““No. my dear, you are not,” sald Lottie
serenely. “You may think so now, but it
wouldn't do. Your father will have some-
thing to say in the matter, and, besides,
you would never be happy in Hillshorough,
and you would never be happy with Dick.”

“I can't see why,"” saild Helen., rather
resentiully. "I am very fond of Hillsbhor-
ough and I am sure I care a great deal

“I did not mean—I am

for Mr. Carroll.”
“Oh, Helen, Helen, dear—can’'t you see
what I mean? It's all very well for a

month or two In summer, with moonlit pi-
azzas, romantic rambles and a nice little
flirtation to occupy your mind. But fancy,
Helen. the whole year through—a round of
househoid duties, no gaveties—except the
sewing-circle and the weekiy praver-meet-
ing—no theaters, no social life, a eramped
and tasteless home, and a husband who
saye ‘those kind' and persits In regarding
nouns:”

“Never mind,
Helen, bravely,
winced.

“Exactly: I'll see,’
osophic composure.

The next day brought Helen an invitation
to “spend the day'" with Dick's mother. and
Helen dutifully went. 8She gazed with in-
terest at the neat cottage which she tried
to realize would be her future home, and
she tried to return with sisterly cordiality
the effusive greeting she received from Nel-
lle Carroll, who opened the door to her and
went to call her mother.

In the interval that elapsed, though
Helen tried not to take stock of the fur-
nishings, the details of the pitifully crugle
room thrust (hemselves upon her. A glar-
ing Brussels carpet, in which greens and
reds strongiy predominated, adorned the
floor. In the center of the room stood a
marble-topped table, on which lay the fam-
filvy Bible and a copy of Thompson's “Sea-
sons.”” flanked by a lamp with an ornate
china globe and a bit of red flannel (placed
there with decorative Intent) floating in the
bowl. On the mantel was a lambrequin of
machine-embroidered plush, in a crude
olive, surmounted by four vases of as-
sorted styles and sizes, two large sea
ghells, a china lamp and a glass globe of
wax roses. One of the vases held a bunch
of parti-colored artificial flowers, while an-
other contained a huge bouquct of dried
pampas grasses. On the walls were two
ghastly crayons in cheap silvered frames,
representing an aged and ill-favored coup-

Lotile,
though

see,”” salid
inwardly

you'il
she

said Lottie, with phil-

le who Helen devoutly hoped were not
Dick’s parents. Above the mantel hung an-
other sllvered frames * containing what

Helen found to be an obituary poem sur-
mounted by a dove—the whole, as an-
nounced in large type at the top, “in mem-
orfam™ of Dick’'s father, A parlor organ
stood in one cormmer of the room, while in
another was a bureau, decoriated with nu-
merous crocheted mats and beribbonéd
toilet bottles, and looking strangely out of
place amid the respectable haireloth chairs
and sofas. The room had a damp, moldy
smell, and Helen's spirits sank as she sat
on the stiff. uncomfortable safa, tryving to
get out range of those dreadiul portraits,

Presently there entered a sharp-featured
elderly woman, whom Helen with a =sink-
ing heart recognized as the original of one
of the portraits, and whose face was
flushed and heated from preparing the
dinner, the fumes of which were then filling
the house. She wore a dark-colored ging-
ham dress, made in some semblance of the
prevailing style, but setting oddly gpon her
thin, high-shouldered fleure; and the hand
ghe extended to Helen seemed to the girl
pathetically rough and work-worn.

“Howdy-do. Helen,” sald Mrs. Carroll, in
a sort of a catarrhal snuffle. ] am glad
you come ‘round to-day. Dick’'s been tell-
i.ig me about you, and I reckoned we'd bet-
ler get acquainted.”

Mrs. Carroll wore a set of artificial teeth,
very much in evidence, which gave her an
appearance almost ghoulish, and which re-
minded Helen painfuily of the terror of her
childhood davs—a shark’'s head which
g:’inned at her from a taxidermist's win-

ow.

“Thank you.,” said Helen, rather faintly,
“you were very kind to ask me.”

“Law, no,”” said Mrs. Carroll, looking
more than ever like the shark as she smil-
od; “‘not at all. We haven't got much, and
I reckon ypu're used to better, but such
as it is you're welcome to it. I told Dick
I hoped you wouldn't bhe stand-offish and
hold yourself above us; but he said you
weren't that kind.”

Helen murmured a polite, if rather inco-
herent, disclaimer.

“1 was sorter set on Dick's marrying
Lucy Duckwall, to tell the truth,” the
mother went on. S8She's a nice, good girl
that would make any man a good wife.
She sold foriyv-odd d2zen eggs last sum-
mer, and dressed herself on her egg-and-
butter money. But Dick alwavs did leok
high, and 1 don't know as 1 blame him.
I reckon you're highly educated and right
accomplished., alnt you?”’ Then, as her
eyes fell upon the luckless organ, a desire
l? thest. Heten's capabilities touk possession
0 er.

“Couldn't vou play us a tune?” she a<kKed,

Poor Helen went to the screechy, reedy
instrument and struggled through * Rock
of Ages” (at Mrs. Carroll's suggestion),
reinforced by Nellie's blatant alto and an
obligato by a Kkey that stuck down and
walled dismally wtnroughout the perform-
ance,

Dinner was served in a bare. carpetless
room, with paper of glaring, hideous de-
scription on the walls. On the table,
which was covered with a turkey-red tig-
ured cloth and set with a flowered iron-
stone service, there was crowded every
vegetable in season in lavish profusion.
Nellie, flushed and fluttered, waited at
table, loading Helen's plate and pressing
the viands upon her with genuine Ken-
tucky hospitality. After the meat course
Nellie passed pie, which Helen found was
supposed to be eaten without change of
service, and it is to her credit that she
helped herself with the same grace with
whiilch she would have partaken of an en-
tree at a Pendennis Club dinner.

After dinner Nellie brought out for Hel-
en’'s inspection the family album, a vivid
erimson plush affair, contalning pletures of
Mr. and Mrs, Carroll, of Jim, the son who
was “out West,”” of Sallie, the eldest
daughter who had married and was living
in Indiana; of Nellle herself and of Dick
at all ages, from a tintype representing
him ag a round-faced, sturdy little iad, to
the one he had had taken for Helen, and
which she had secretly destroyed as exag-

gerating his defects and exhibiting none of
his picturesqueness,
Presently Mrs. Carroll joined them, and

Helen spent a bad quarter of an hour. She
and Neilie, with evident relish, hashed up
for Helen's benefit all the gossip and scan-
dal, both old and new, that was afloat in
Hillsborough. Every prick of Nellie's
needle in the red and white pillow-shams
was embroldering typified a home-
thrust at the character of some acquaint-
ance; and with the completion of each of

the scal in the thread lace Mrs. Carroll
was knitt a reputation vanished. The
secm d to Helen full of “envy, hatred, =

ice, and all urncharitableness.”

’ :f‘_— i F5e r_--,_;“.-.‘-p‘:,‘,‘_ AN 2 . b I U L
e, until elt him press « passion- <

ate Then she hurried back, and,
upon her cheek. Then she tore her- “m

wearily down on the poreh steps
feet, sald sadly: “You were right, Lottie;
I can't marry Dick, and I'm going home
to-morrow."”’

That night, at a rather late hour, Dick

called. He was a trifle pale, and his hands
;irer(f I?ll of the mountain flower Helen was
ond of.

“They told ice down town you were goin
away, and I've come to say good-bye anﬁ
bring you these. I thought you might like
to take them with you.” He held the flow-
ers out to her and 300d looking down wist-

ful_!ly at her.
*Thank you,"” she sald. "It was good of
you to remember."”

**You are really going to-morrow, Helen?"”
he asked.

“Yes, Dick, T must.”

“Then when are vou coming back? When
may I bring you home, Helen? Don't let it
be long, dear! It will be so lonely here
without you. You don't know how [ iove
you, little girl.” '

He looked so strong, S0 earnest as he
gtood there that Helen wondered uneom-
fortably If perhaps she wWere not the un-
worihy one,

“Oh, Dick,” she cried. stretching out her
hands, while the blossoms fell unheeded at
her feet, it was all a mistake. I can never
marry you. I shall not come back—ever.
Try to forgive me, Dick!"”

He took it so calmly that Helen felt a
tinge of something like disappointment.

“Very well., Helen,” he said, quietly.
“You know best. I won't urge you to mar-
ry me if vou don't care for me, and I'll try
to take my dismissal like a man. 1 guess I
won't see you again.”

“No. I leave in the morning.” She held
out her hand. *“Good-bye, Mr. Carroll; you
have been very kind to me, and 1 have
made you a very poor return for all your
kindness. Good-bye."

If she had been disappointed at his lack
of emotion she had nothing to complain of
now. He tried to speak, but he could not.
He stood looking down at her, his strong,
dark face drawn with the effort to control
himself. and a look In the gray eyes that
brought tears to Helen's own. Suddenly he
caught her in his arms with a sort of sob
that frichtened Helen, and kissed her again
and again. Then he slowly stopped and
picked up a spray of the mountalw laurel
and placed it in Helen's hand. B

‘Keep it, Helen, for my sake,” he exid.
“Good-bye, dear: I shall never forget you:

The next day Helen went home, In spite
of herself. the remaining summer months
were happy ones. There were moments,
when she was tired or perhaps a trifle
cross, when she would dignify the situation
by imagining that her heart was aching
for Dick, and she fell into the way of at-
tributing her moods to this “‘secret grief.
Certain it was that she refused at least
three eligible offers during the ensuing win-
ter without other apparent reason.

Lottie's letters at first made frequent
mention of Dick, who, she said, seemed to
be “taking it very hard”; but as the winter
wore on Lottie spoke of him less and less
often. and It was only on occasions when
che was out of sorts or in a discontented
mood that Ticlen herself thought of him.
She spent the following summer at Bar
Harbor, and when she came home in Sep-
tember the society papers were full of her
rumored engangement to young Vantine, of
2t. Louis. which was formally announced
2 week or two later,

One night, shortly after her return home,
Helen received a letter from Lottie Park-
hurst. full of kindly sentiments and all
good wishes for her future happiness.

“1 have a bit of news for you,' Lottie
wrote. “Dick Carroll and Lucy Duckwall
were married at Jellico last week. You
would never recognize Dick now. He has
hecome very stout, and grown a beard, and
Lucky is as pretty and happy a little bride
as vou could wish to see. congratulate
vou. Helen. no less upon your escape from
what would have been a most unfortunate
match than upon your approaching mar-
viage. which I am sure will be a happy

one.”

Helen laid down the letter and stood for
a moment gazing straight hefore her, turn-
ing absently upon her finger her glittering
engagement ring: then suddenly she turned
to her desk and took from an inner drawer
something which she held in her hand for
a moment before she cast it into the glow-
ing grate. There was a sort of appro-
priateness—an “¢arth to earth, dust to
dust” quality—in the action that appealed
to Helen's keen sense of the fitness of
things: and her catisfaction in tnis, with
perhaps the secret consciousness that Lot-
tie was right, outweighed the li.tle pang
with which she saw crumble into ashes a
withered spray of mountain laurel,
—Leigh Gordon  Giltner, in Midland

Monthly.
HUMOR OF THE DAY.

Teco Much for Him.

Town Topics. o . .
Daughter—George says he fears ne can
support me in the style I'm accustomed to.
The Father—Marry him, anyhow. I can’t
keep it up much ionger myself.

Cnuse for Sorrow.

New York World.
skins—1 suppose Sprocketts was terri-
hl‘.: cut up whr:an his wife ploped with an-
other man on her husband's bicycle?
Grimshaw—Yes; he said he couldn't af-
ford to buy another wheel for two months.

Terrible Panishment.

Fun.

“Father caught you smoking one of his
cigars, did he? And what did he do-lick
G e
}("'li\:n: wish ho”had.'

“What then” -

“Made me smoke it—right through.

Walting.

Cincinnati Enquirer.

“Have wvou no pride at all?" asked the
Earnest Worker,

“Nup,” =aid the Cumberer of the Ground.
“T am waitin® till it gits cheaper. Pride,

you know, must have a fall.”

Maukes = Diference.

Spare Moments,

Teacher—Now here is an example in men-
tal arithmetic. How old would a person be
to-day who was born in 19682

Tommy—Please, mum, was it a man or
a woman? )

Precise.

Fun.

Counsel—Well. after the witness gave you
a blow. what happened?

Prisoner—He gave we a third one.

Counsel—You mean a second onc. .

Prisoner—No, sir; I landed him the sec-
ond one,

Might Have Been Worse.

Judge.

“He has broken my heart,” waliled the
beautiful girl.

“There, there: don't take on so,” said her
friend in tones of pity; it might have been
your bicyele.”

Movements on Foot.
New York Advertiser.

Jinks—There is a man who has a num-
ber of movements on foot for making
money. .

Binks—Who is he’

Jinkse—I don't know his name, but he's
a dancing teacher.

Will Take Them AllL

Truth.

Teacher—l.et us pray for the day when
in our country there will be no North, no
South. no East., no West. Now, what is
thei .’greut agency that wili accomplish this
end?

(Class—Chicago.

PPW‘. |
Cleveland Leader.

“Sometimes a horrible doubt comes over
me, and I can’'t belleve that you love me
more than vou did your first wife.”

“Yet in all of the four years that we
lived together she never wore a walist that
hooked up on the shoulder, because she
didn't dare to ask me to fasten it for her.”

And he was never doubted again.

'wo Pufls,

Cleveland Plain Dealer.

“What's that queer thing Mrs. Trimble

has about her neck?”
“That’'s a Watteau ruff. Is that her hus-

band with her?”
“Yes."
“Watteau ruff he looks like, too.,”

A Grievous Insult.

Kentucky)—I hey
bin grossly insulted, suh,.g!' ouah mayor
to-day.

Major Bourbon—How so, kuhnel.

Colonel Swilson (Iindignantly)—He had th’
effront'ry, sur, t* ask me t' suhve as a
membah of th' watah works boahd.

He Wouldn't Tell.
Judge.

Parson Goodman—Do you know
little boys go who go fishing on ay?
Bad Boy—Aw, say—I ain’t givin' away
snaps, yer know. If yer lookin® fer a good
fishin' hole w'y don't yver go and find it
yerself, same as ev'rybody else does? Yer
must t'ink I'm a jay. : .

Then He Left.
Chicago Post. :

Judge.
Colonel Swilscn (of

where

It had been time for him to go for nearl
an hour, but stili he '*'g'-'b..., 1:
some way, the w of codes
came and he $ iy AR e -
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CHRISTMAS PRESENT

Our Standard High Grade Bicycles,

suit the times.
see our 1897 Crescent Models.

The largest stock of Bicycles in the city toselect from.
We can interest you.

We have them for Boys, Girls, Ladies and Gents, at prices to
Cash or Installments. Call and

H. T. Hearsey Cycle Co.,

116-118 North Pennsylvania Street. -

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS.

Rocking the Baby.

[ hear her rocking the baby—
Her room s next to mine—

And I fancy the dimpled arms
That round her neck entwine,

As she rocks, and rocks the baby,
In the room just next to mine.

I hear her rocking the baby
Each day the twilight comes,

And 1 know there’'s a world of blessing and love
In the “"baby bye’ she hums.

I can see the restless fingers
Playing v-ith “mamma’s rings,"’

And sweet h'tle smiling, pouting mouth
That to her s in kissing clings.

As she rocks and sings to the baby,
And dreams as she rocks and sings.

I hear her rocking the baby,
Slower and slower now,

And I know she is leaving her good-night kiss
On its eyes and cheek and brow.

From her rocking, rocking., rocking,
1 wonder would she start,
Could she know, through the wall between us,
She 12 rocking on a heart,
While my empty arms are aching
For a form they may nol press,
And my emptier heart is breaking
In its desolate Joneliness.

I list to the rocking, rocking,
In the room just next to mine,
And breathe a prayer in =llence,
At a mother's broken sinine,
For the woman who rocks the bahy
In the room just next to mine.

—Madge Morris,

The Chaperon.

I take my chaperon to the play—
She thinks she's taking me.

And the gilded youth who owns the box,
A proud young man is he—

But how would his yvoung heart be hurt
If he could only know
That not for his sweet sake I go
Nor yet to se the trifling show

But to see my chaperon flirt.

Her eves beneath her snowy hair
They sparkle young as mine;
There's scarce a wrinkle in her hand,
So delicate and fine.
And when my chaperon is seen,
They come from evervwhere—
The dear old boys with silvery halr,
With old-time grace and old-time alr,
To greet their old-time queen.

They bow as my young Midas here
Will never learn to bow

(The dancing masters do net teach
That gEracious reverenee now);

With voices quavering just a bit,
They play their old rt through,
They talk of folks who used to woo,
Of hearts that broke in fifly-two—

Now nore the worse for it.

And as those aged crickets chirp
I watch my chaperon's face,
And see the dear old features take
A new and tender grace—
And in her happy eyes I see
Her vouth awakening bright.
With all its hope, desire, delight—
Ah me! I wish that 1 were quite
As young—as young as she.
H. C. Bunner.

A Lyrie.

A= on the clear hillsldes we walked together
A gleam of purple | over the sea,
And, giad with the joy of summer weather,
My love turned quickly and looked on me.
Ah, the glad summer weather, the falr summer
weather!
Ah, the purple shadow on hill and sea!

And I looked in her eyes as we walked together,
And knew the shy secret she -fain would hide,
And we went hand in hand through the blossom-

ing heather,
She who now was my sweetheart and I by her
side;
For the shade was the shadow of Love's wing
feather,
Which bears, as he rises, the secrets we hide.

Now, come cloud or sunshine, eome joy or weep-
ing,

It can be no lon
Just a shadow o
creeping.
And farewell to the joyance and freedom of

r as "twas before,
change o'er the soul comes

ore.
For It,croued Love's face where he lies a-sleep-
ing,
And he soars awaking, nor slumbers more,

—Willlazs Morris.

All-Saints’ Eve,

Oh, when the ghosts go by,
Under the empty trees,

Here In my house I sit and cry,
My head upon my knees,

Innumerable, white,
Like mist they fill the square;

The bolt is drawn, the hatch made tight,
The shutter barred there. -

There walks one small and glad,
New to the churchyard clod;
My little lad, my littie lad,
A single year with God. L]

1 =it and hide my head .
Until they all are past,

Und>r the empty trees the dead
That go full soft and fast.

Up to my chamber dim,
ck to my bed 1 plod;
Oh, would I were a ghost with him,
And faring back to God.

—Lizette Woodworth Reese,

The Rose.

When the rose came I loved the rose,
And thought of none beside,
Forgetting all the other flowers,
And all the others dled;
And morn and noon, and sun and showers,
And all things loved the rose,
Who only half returned my love,
Blooming alike for those.

I was the rival of a score
Of loves on :'ludy wing—

The nightingale I would implore
For pity not to ging.

Each called her his; still I was glad
To walt or take my part;

I loved the rose, ‘who might have ha
The fairest lily's heart, .

—Arthur O'fhaughnessy.

Love's Rosary.

The hours I t with thee, dear heart,
Are as a ng of pearis to me;

I count them over, every one apart,
My rosary.

Each hour a pearl, each pearl a prayer,
To still a heart in absence wnl:;:';
1 tell each bead unto the end, and there

A cross is hung.

O memories that bless—and burn!

O barren gain—and bitter loss,

I kiss each bead and strive at last to Jearn
To kiss the cross,

Not They Who Seoar.

Diseases Treated and
Cured by the lndian-
apolis Infirmary.

CLARE ONE— Chronle
discasss of the Noe,
Throat and Lungs. Ca-
TARRH treated Ly our
new method. ‘(hou-
sands cured,

CULASS Two— Chronle
dmp:amol' the Eye aud

CLASS THREE—Chron ¢

20th CENTURY DISCOVERY

X Ray and Ozone Inhalation

L& Combined destroy Tubercle Baccilli and cure
Cousumption, discovered by the scientists of this
Infirmary. Examinations with

The largest X Ray apparatus in the world.

diseases of the Heart,

g A S The largest Fluoroscope ever made.
. - \ - -

mf;ﬁl:g'&;—gwm % No more groping in the dark.

No more experimental cutting.

We invite the med'cal profession to bring their obscure medical and
surgical cases for examinillon, and know positively what is wrong bee
fore treatment Is commenced,

and Bladder. Plles and |
Rupturs cured without .
the knife, . 2

CLAS® ¥IVE—Chronie 4
diseases of Men and

oo - ] Women's Department in charge of Lady Specialist.
o T Staff of Expert Specialists.

N Thirty beds for patients, Established 1869,

of the Human £ HOURS-—S to 8. PHONE-1434,
a8 Rastne S :

il Kinia. of 7~ INDIANAPOLIS INFIRMARY
33;’!;1‘1::50;2 60 MONUMENT PLACE, Q. VAN HUMMELL, M. D.

at lnfirmary, Indianapolis, Ind. MEDICAL DIRECTOR.

DIRECTORY

ARCHITECTS.

W. SCOTT MOORE & SON..12 Blackford Block, Washington and Meridian Sta,
LOUI' H. GIBSO.\'. ssssssnssnsassrssss HAartford nlﬂck. S4 East Market Street.

— —

ART GLASS AND HARDWOOD FLOORS.
H. E. HAMILTON & €O...vvvvecsnncrannnsescassssasssiS Pembroke Arcade,

AUCTIONEERS. ;.

M'CURDY & PERRY (Real-Estate and General Anctioneers). 139 W, Wansh, St,

AUCTION AND COMMISSION.
BEEBE & BROWN, General Auctionee rs, Room 132 Commercial Cluh Bldg.

BICYCLES—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. =

C. G. FISIHHER & CO. (Stearns, Smalley and Grande)...64 N. Pennaylvania St.
JOHN A. WILDE (Remington Bicycles)...........108 Massachusetis Avenne.

BROOMS, MOPS AND WHISKS.

THE PERRY BROOM MFG, CO..ovvvvavsssssssss N8 South Deiaware Street,

CARPET CLEANING AND RENOVATING. j

CAPITOL STEAM CARPET-CLEANING WKS. (Phone 518). ..M. D. PLUNKETT.

CARRIAGES AND WAGONS—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
H. T. CONDE IMPLEMENT CO..00vvetssssvs+27 1o 33 Capitol Avenue, North.

CIGARS AND TOBACCO—WHOLESALE. '
TISH-I-MINGO CIGAR. ... .0c0ocvcesssss ssessss 520 Enst Washington Street.

PATHFINDER CIGAR (Indiana Cigar Company)..32 South Meridian Street.
HAMBLETONIAN 10¢, Florida Seal 5S¢ Cigarn.43 Kentucky Awvi,, Phone 1483,

DIAMONDS —WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. &

J. C. SIPE (Importer Fine Diamonds). ....Room 4, 18 1-2 North Meridian St.

DRAUGHTSMAN.
H. D. NEALY (Patent and Mechanical Work)......Room 14 Habbard Bloeck.

DYE HOUSES.

ELECTROTYPERS.
INDIANA ELECTROTYPE COMPAN)Y (prompt work)..23 West Pearl Street.

FLORISTS.
BERTERMANN BROS., Nos. 85 and 87 £. Wash. St. (Pembroke Arcade).Tel. 840

GENERAL TRANSFER—HOUSEHOLD MOVING.- -

MECK’S TRANSFER COMPAANY, Phone 335, . ......vvcss420+:7 Circle Street,
HOGAN TRANSFER, STORAGE (CO., Tel, 675.8. W, Cor. Wash. and lilinois Sts,
JENKINS (Hesponsible for damage).. Phone 1522, 11 North Alabama Street.

GRILLE AND FRET WORK. -
HENRY L. SPIEGEL, Designer and Manufacturer..316 East Vermont Street.

e
ICE CREAM—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
PUTNAM COUNTY MILE COMPANY . ...c0vs2+22++123 10 16 North East Street.

JEWELRY—WHOLESALE. s
FRED H. SCHMIDT . ccvovsscssssssss .32 Jackson Place, opp. Union Station,

—
~_ LAUNDRIES.
UNION CO-OPERATIVE LAUNDRY.....1in-144 Virginia Ave. Call Phone 1269

{ LIVERY, BOARD AND HACK STABLES.

THE CLUB STABLES (Roth & YOUung), «..:«.++:+:82 West Market. Tel. 1061

~ LOANS ON DIAMONDS, WATCHES, ETC.

CONLEN’S CITY LOAN OFFICE.....ccievsseess:07 West Washington Street.
SOLOMON’S ORIGINAL LOAN OFFICE. ... .cvtss2222+.20 South Ilinols Street.

MANTELS AND GRATES. 5

Jomu.uLLY..........'......l...lll..I...I........’s.“mm‘“
P. M. PURSELL (Mantels, Grates and Furnaces). .31 Massachuselts Avenue,

MINCE MEAT. o
WRIGHT'S—-Come and see it made. ... * «ccoes

.

ssssnssn+00 Indiana Avenue
ey,

PAPER BOXES,

BEE HIVE BOX CO. Paper Boxes, Fancy, Plain or Feolding. 76 W. Wash. St

PATENT ATTORNEYS. o

v. n. mwMDIQQQQO.QDOOQOl..u-- t.-nv.nuo...‘l““ u-&. '-‘m
CHESTER BRADFORD.14-16 Hubbard Blk. Cor. Washington and Meridian,
H. P. HOOD & SON.......20-3) Wright Block, 65 1-2 East Market Street.
THURMAN & SELVIUS. . covvesccscsnse snssssssdd 45 and 46 When Building.

PATTERNS—WOOD AND METAL. 25

INDIANAPOLIS PATTERN WORKS, (Ma ke any trick or device), 101 S, Pean,

PLUMBING AND STEAM HEATING.

Coo' Cﬁﬂluelﬂﬂ---o-...oco--..o-ou'm‘ lm‘....m

PRINTERS AND ENGRAVERS.

J. 8, FARRELL &

FRANK H. SMITH (50 Engraved Carus, $1.00).32 North Pennsylvania Street,

.

. PROFESSIONAL ACCOUNTANT.
0. S. PERRY (have your books adjusted.) Tel: 1528%. Room 1, Journal Bldg.

REAL ESTATE. =
C. W. PHILLIPS. (Iinsurance and Bulid ing and Loan)...70 Monument Flace.

SALE AND LIVERY STABLES. _
HORACE WOOD, Carriages, Traps, Buckboards, ete. .25 Circle, Tel. 1007, -

SEEDS, BULBS, ETC.—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

HUNTINGTON & PAGE (Send for Catalogue)...... 75 E. Market St. Tel 128,

' ’ STENOGRAPHERS AND NOTARIES.
HARDY & HANSON, Circulars n Specialty. Shorthand taught.501 Lemene

STORAGE AND SHIPPING.
HARRIS & PURYEAR (Tranafer and Moving), Phone 561...76-T§ W. K. Y.

T .. Th T OFFICES—CUT RA

CO...... tessssssssssssssssss 1B South Illineois
_ UMBRELLAS, PARASOLS AND CA
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